+4 Hou dull infipid Wretch, who could'ſt not chooſe: 
Anapter Theme for thy prophaner Muſc : _ 
Thy limping Pegeſ#s though ſho d 'with Rime 
Elounders and halts ev'n inthe ſecond Line, 
Ac if like Bala2m#'s Als, he durlt not go 
His uſval Pace againſt A Godly Foe, 
Thou Metrcinarieft Rhymer of the Town, 
Thou Pimpto all Deoauci:es for a Crown, 
Who for a Stumpet's Fee doft thus diipence, 
W ith breach of Laws of God and Conicience, 
And rather, then thy Luxury controul 
Wilt {ell the noble Charter of thy Soul, 
Nay had the other poor halt Crown bin given, 
| dare to (wear Thou hadſt ſold thy claim to-Heaven! 
From the dull Poem we colle&t no more 
Burt only that thou arc, 4 S9# of 4 L/hore RY 
The Harlots Champion and her part doſt take 
Becauſe thou lov ( her for thy Mothers [i ke, 
And who can think him lefs who thug derides 
The holy Priviledges of hzppy Brides, 
W ho cauſe himfel{'s a Baſtard won't allow 
The bleſt effects of a conjugal Vow, 
So Thieves and Rogues who hoalt their own eſteem, 
W ould have fhe honeſt :hou2h as bad as them, 
A rd with loud Oaths applau.l that very crine, 
Far which perhaps they re pang d anorhker time, 
\W tich-juſt deſerved Fate ſince 'ris his due ; 
] wiſh may rezch-our Poetaſter too: 
Who byalong accuitom'd trick of thievins 
Is the known Robber both of che Dead and Living, 
W hen t ir'd Verſe hach worn his fancy bare, 
His brain as empty as his Pockets are. 
Madece perate through wanr, like ſome mad Lad, 
* Thar's criven by neceſfity to Padd : 
Ke r;fles a!l'the Poets in the Town 
And what he rudely ie'zes , makes his own: 
No Flay or CharaQter, e're yet was Writ, 
But ſuffers by this Eigh-way Marr of Wit, 
Who wherefſoe're ke meets ir,bids it Rand 
And quietly reſign at his Command. © 
yo wonder then if ſuch as he degrade 
The ſporlels pleaſures of-a Marriage Bed 3 
Whoſe Infamous Progenitors nere knew 
WW hat honours to that happy ſtate ls due: 


Bur {till ran on in an Iaceftious Line, - 
And knew their Parentzgeno more then Swine : 
Thus [ dare (wear, Incotrigible Su, = 
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Or A 
ſarriage-Life , 


In Anſwer to the Broad-ſide againſt Dx 
S AR KFFACTCTE - 


| Whoſe Birch they dreaded 
| Thy Mother Curſt thee 
| And with'd her belly m 
\ So paſſionately mad the 
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Put 35 2 hated Judgement didſt proceed 

To puniſh thoſe *” did (oill a Deed. 

By thy own Parents Recon'd a miſhap 

worſe then a Clap, 

in her very Womb, 

ight have been thy Tomb : 
was to ſee, 

That thou ſhould'ſt ſpoil her Six Months Letchery': 


| Whatthall Tſay thou thing of low Eſtate ! 
1 The longeſt Curſe is too ſhort tor 


each thy Fate, 
To make compariſon betwixt Hell and rhee, _ 


| Were but to complement thy miſery, 
| Andby ſa wild a fimily topreſs, 
| T0 modeſt rhonghts on thy unhappineſs, 
| Enjoy thy ſelf, thy Royets and thy VVenches, 
1 Thy Pocky Pills, thy Dyer, Drink, and Drenches; 
| Commend thy Plaiſters, Seringes, and Fluxes, 
| And (wear there's no ſuch pleaſure as the Pox is-: 
| Thy invfiling Blloquence ſh1ll ne're diſſwade 
| Meirom the Pleaſures of my Nuptial Bed, 


| Marriage the Nobie Center of the Mind, 


Vhereinan Heaven we only quiet find: 


\ The even Calme of fifty plcaſane Years; 


| V V3erein no ſtorms but op 
4 Anirepetitions of our 


_ -] And he who has her is ſecured 
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(e of leave appears, 
pe aſt delighes, 

V Vhich we like Gods enjoy withour aFtisHie, 
\ Ve run no hazards, bur go tot with eſe, 
Squenching our Souls, and lezvins 


s wien we plealſe'5 


| Cloyd with the pleaſures of the ARive Night, 
| Qur miads next day repeat th? b 
| Fluſh d with ſweet kifles. 
| So high we drown our Duty in our Love, 
_ | Marriage, the holy order which confines, 
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eſt delight; 
our defires move 


Our ſtragling !aculcies'to good delignes, 
That wiſe retreat which bids us t 


akea View 
| Both of our ſelves and of our For oY 
| Which bufte Youth could ne're 
| A VVite! that ſweet devider of our cares ! 

| Doubles our joy and half our ſorrow ſhares. 


tunes too, : 
abide to do. 


If angry Deſtin our Fortune thike 

She (miles and heals thoſe wountls 

Calmly diverts our Growing iſ 
In ſhort a Vertuous VViſe's ; 


n good eſtate, 


| To Liveia'Credit, and be Fortunate, I 
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ich Fortune makee 3; | 


